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  About the Faerie World as Told by Ella



      [image: ]Iwill tell you what I learned about the faerie world I discovered myself in. 
When I returned to my familiar world, Mage Voldemar answered my questions about why the Thunder World was the way it was, and not how some tales describe faerie worlds.
Despite the rush, as soon as I returned to my world and bombarded the mage with questions, he sent me to… the library.
The mage gave me code words to search for in the library, and I found many books on the subject. But there was only one Voldemar recommended I should read. It was a book by the alchemist Theophrastus von Hohenheim about the world of Elementals.
Armed with these recommendations, I ran to the library. I quickly found the book I needed in its vast database. However, it had to be ordered, as no one in our neighborhood library had ever read it.
At a complete loss, I asked the librarian to find out which library I could get it from and whether I could read it, even if only in the reading room.
The librarian—a guy with piercings all over his body, visible even through his clothes, and eyes lined with black eyeshadow—cheerfully replied,
 “You can get it right here.”
And he gave me the address of the central city library.
I rushed outside and caught a cab. Slamming the door shut, I shouted to the driver in a hurry,
 “Hurry, I need to get to the central library. Here’s the address!”
I handed him a crumpled piece of paper.
The cab driver looked at me as if I had escaped from a home for the insane. However, having seen many strange passengers, he decided I was pretty harmless. He briskly merged into the stream of traffic on the city streets and muttered something unintelligible.
“Well, how long have I been working, and to have a passenger in such a hurry to get to the library… Is this the first time?”
But I paid no attention to his muttering, absorbed in thoughts of what this book would reveal.
When I arrived, I saw a huge building that looked nothing like a library. Its super-modern design concealed the windows behind walls of glass and steel, but I somehow knew it was the place I was looking for.
Upon entering the library, I went straight to a computer terminal and typed in a few keywords about the book I was searching for. A list appeared.
No, it wasn’t really a list—just the title of the one book I was looking for. The others were derivatives written about it by different authors. But I wanted only the original.
After retrieving the department number and shelf location, I hurried through the halls.
Paracelsus’s book stood on the shelf as if it had been waiting for me. The cover was unremarkable and didn’t stand out among the other works about unusual creatures, fae, and similar beings.
I carefully took the book and opened it. It wasn’t Paracelsus’s original manuscript, but an English translation. Still, that was a relief—after all, Paracelsus was a Swiss scholar of the Middle Ages, and I wouldn’t have understood the original language.
“Great. Now to the reading room,” I thought.
Finding a cozy nook with a couch hidden away in the library’s reading hall, I sat down and began to read.
With each page, the worlds of fae, mermaids, dwarves, and fire beings captured my attention. I couldn’t tear myself away as I studied the descriptions of the creatures inhabiting these realms.
According to the translator, Paracelsus formed his understanding of these beings by analyzing ancient pagan myths. People of antiquity believed—rightly—that other worlds existed alongside our own, in constant contact with the human world.
As I read, I wondered:
Why do we know so little about these worlds that once coexisted with ancient civilizations? Have we become so detached from nature that we no longer realize fae or elves might live in our gardens? That dwarves could hoard treasures beneath the earth? That fire spirits could pass through walls and stone?
Are these truly only fairy tales?
We know the most about mermaids, perhaps because legends say they appear most often in the human world. Writers romanticized them endlessly—beautiful creatures emerging from lakes to seduce men. And unsurprisingly, most of those writers were men.
After an hour of reading, I checked the book out and rushed home, taking a cab again.
However, halfway to the exit, a librarian—a lovely woman—stopped me and said,
 “If you’re so interested in faeries, you should also familiarize yourself with the world of witches and wizards.”
I froze. Everything seemed to be happening for a reason, guided by some invisible plan beyond human control.
“Yes,” I replied. “I’d like a book like that as well. What do you recommend?”
She handed me a small, tattered volume.
I looked at it in surprise.
Realizing my unspoken question, she explained,
 “Never mind. It’s an old book. We’ve had it for a long time. But it’s very popular with young people—as you can see.”
I could see it clearly: the worn cover, inked symbols scribbled by previous readers.
I decided I would read the second book another time. The librarian checked it out in my name as well, and I hurried outside to the cab stand.
This time, I was calmer and didn’t shout my address.
As the cab carried me home, my thoughts raced. I felt I had gained a basic understanding of the fae world. Paracelsus didn’t reveal much about the fire beings—the Salamanders—but he made one thing clear: these worlds exist right beside ours. We cannot access them freely, but their inhabitants can cross into our lives and influence them.
And I knew now that only Voldemar’s magic could help me return to the fae world—where my love
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